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descending from the heights, and sweeping
over the low.er thoughts and the subtle fer-
ments which disquiet life.

Planted between two great ages, she seems
the last flower of that which is about to close
ami the first seed of that which is to begin.
A beautiful genius rather than an artist in
literature and history, a great witness rather
than an actor in the events of her times, she
deserves to live because she represents one of
the best epochs of the French spiriter above measure, wan made
